INTRODUCTION
A FEW years ago the public's ever-increasing
demand for thrills forced explorers, often against
their will, to give accounts of their explorations that
far exceeded their rightful field of truth. Breath-
taking escapes and adventures were demanded.
Then came a new fashion, that of burlesquing ex-
ploration and its risks.
It became the mode to return from a trip with
stories of having fondled a rhinoceros much as one
would a Pekinese and of having fed a lion out of the
back of one's car with a ham sandwich or two.
I trust there still remains the simple middle
course. In the narrative of this Expedition I have
deliberately shortened a few wearisome lapses of
time, and have attempted to minimise the neces-
sarily repetitious accounts of daily routine scientific
work and mechanical details in favour of those
features of more general interest which we pursued.
And in the last chapter I have intentionally with-
held the names of two men and of a place for obvious
reasons*
Before leaving New York it had appeared to me,
from rumours and conjectures, that the Curaray
River had a winding course and that there was only
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